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Attempted Interpretation
of an Emotion
By EDWIN H. SAUER
When I stand high, in qutet, to behold
From some tall hill, the heighth and breadth of space,
And the motions of Infinity, the skys
That ever change, and yet change not;

The trees, that though they move, are fixed and still,
And birds that singing sweet sing e’er the same,
The flowers that bloom and die, and bloom again,

Then I am conscious of my fixed place,
Then I am certain that I forma part
Of that perfect emotion, bornin clouds,
In mountains, andin the most distant stars,
In seas of storm, in vastness and cold winds:
Forming a power beyond my native reach,
And aflerce reality forcing me above
My nature’s self, my aims, my strong desires
Thatin life’s common Bow of circumstance

So dominant are. God-like magnificence
Flooding this lost mind, floods nature still the same,
And I am part of Order and of Change,

And change not, but for that one fleeting hour
While, though deceived, I stand there, sure that death
Is lying dead, and this frail, feeble brain
And body, marked for earth’s eternity.
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Old Black Tony
(A Romance of the Big Sandy)

By WILLIAM J. HOEFLER

HE Big Sandy Valley is the easternmost geographical unit of Kentucky. Down from the
hills comes the slow, sluggish, sandy-bot-

urely pace.

“I guess I’m goin’ to have to get rid of you,
‘Tony.

You jest ain’t no good for nothin’.”

tomed river to join the broad Ohio at Catlettsburg.
It waters a wild, hilly though beautiful country that
furnishes subsistence to a people as simple and

If a mule can grin that is what Tony did just
then. He knew Stan was bluffing and never dreamed
of letting his dear old Black Tony fall into alien

rugged as those same hills. It is a valley of small
farmers, large coal mines, and an occasional broad

hands.
It was market day in Prestonsburg. ‘The oblique

bluegrass farm where blooded thoroughbreds are
raised.

Prestonsburg is situated in the center of the valley, much the same as when the followers of Boone
erected the first log cabins at that point and set

about wresting the soil from the natives.

It was

the trading place for the hillmen, miners and large

estate owners. ‘Therefore it was towards Prestonburg that Stan Hart was bound to get provisions.
It was early in May and the weather was uncertain.
At the moment the sun was shining warmly upon
the newly-sprouted green of the trees and fields.
Stan permitted the old mule on which he rode saddleless to pick his way down the steep slope toward the river road. The youth possessed barely a
score of years, the dress of the poor-white moun-

taineer, black hair and black eyes, and an infectuous smile. His mule was of a moth-eaten black and
evidently advanced in years. Stan said in a soft
drawling voice,
“Get along, Tony, you old staller, we got to get
them provisions afore evenin’. Don’t you all know
that?”

Tony lifted one of his long ears attentively,

twitched his tail but did not increase his slow, leis-

rays of the sun were waking the village from its
winter lethargy. Mountaineers, miners, and tradesmen met in various stores to discusse the various

happenings of the winter, politics, a feud back in
the hills, the shooting at Pikesville, the lynching at
Pine Run, the employment at the mines, the theatri-

cal shows that were billed to play the Big Sandy
that spring, and the prospect for the crops that

season.
One of the busiest places in town was the pool
hall owned by old Eddie Barkin. Here all the oldtimers gathered for the grand checker meet. Stan
had just completed his purchases, placed them in
his leather saddlebags when the clouds that had
been gathering in the north kept their promise. It
began to rain—gently at first. Stan frowned. His
return trip meant that he must ford the Big Sandy
at a shallow spot some three miles away and a hard
rain might make this operation hazardous. But
with youthful foolhardiness he delayed his return

and decided to take some leisure at Eddie Barkin’s
Pool Emporium.
“Hello thar, Stan,” greeted Pop Barkin. “Has
yer paw started his spring plantin’ yet?”
“He shore has,” replied Stan. “Wha’s the matPage seven

ter with Paw Tuck there? He’s got his left hand
all wrapped up.”
“He fell off his farm but it hasn’t hurt his checkers none. He’s won most of the games so fur,”
Barkin explained.
The inevitable checker game was in full progress.

Paw Tuck was playing with the “Duke,” a bald but
complacent old scamp of unguessable age. Other
tournaments were being conducted close at hand
with Stan recognizing some of the personnel as

her sleek, pretty thoroughbred.

I guess she thinks

so, too.”
“Now yer all wrong,” Paw Tuck remonstrated.
“Miss Vivian don’t think nothin’ at all like that.

You jest git that idea of gettin’ rid of Tony outa
your head.

I suppose yer figuring on gittin’ a horse

in his place. You know darn well that a horse is
all right on a bluegrass farm but they ain’t much in
these hills. Anyhow, Tony is pretty classy fer a
mule.

I remember when Kunnel Wheatly, Vivian’s

“White Meat,’ who earned his name by his daring

paw, owned him he associated with the best hossflesh in these heah parts. Why Miss Vivian her-

tle,” having no partner at the moment, was playing
solitaire off in one corner. If you have ever vis-

as a turkey thief, “Shrimp,” and others. The “Tur-

ited the halls of chance and noted the strained,

self rode him when she was a kid. I kin still remember when I helped her on old Tony and walked
the old mule all over the lot jest to give the kid a

eager look of gamblers, you will in some measure
be able to understand the furtive expressions on

thrill.”
“How did you get him, Stan?” asked the Duke.

ranged before each game, with each man putting in

“T kin tell ya that,” said Paw Tuck, the historian
of the county. “One day old Tony got cantankerous when | was taking Miss Vivian fer a ride, an’

these weatherbeaten, old faces. A Jack-Pot was arhis nickel, promising himself that he was not going
to lose it.

he wouldn’t budge.

I took my boot to him and he

Stan passed the time of day with the heavy gamblers for a little while, when in dashed a diminutive

bucked Miss Vivian off and come darn near killin’

fellow by the name of Westy.
“Fellers, the sheriff's headed this way !”
The Jack-Pot mysteriously disappeared while a
man in boots and corduroys, with a long-barreled
revolver strapped to one hip anda star pinned to
his blue shirt stepped into the room.
“I know you fellers be gamblin’,’ Sheriff Borchers declared with a baleful eye. “Ya better hadn’t

me, ‘Tuck, git rid o’ that mule if ya have to shoot
him.’ SoI sold him to a nigger family fer five dol-

let me catch ya.”
“Ya better catch us afore November,” declared

her.

The Kunnel done heard about it and says to

lars, and a few years aback when Stan’s paw moved

into these here parts, Stan’s paw bought him fer ten
dollars, and he got a darn bad bargain, too, if you
were to ask me.”
Pop Barkin had been looking out the window at
the rain-drenched street. He had been idly wondering at the intense patience, or perhaps intense

lack of sensibility which made Old Black ‘Tony

Pop Barkin, “’cause we’re agoin’ to have a new

stand so patiently in the pouring rain. Then he said,

sheriff then.”

“Why, there’s Miss Vivian now!”
Stan Hart rushed to the window, his heart upon
his sleeve as it were. A girl in a slicker was just
dismounting from a beautiful thoroughbred mare

After some political debate the sheriff left and the
Jack-pot reappeared. Pop Barkin, though not avaricious, was not letting anything in the way of
nickels get away from him. ‘Therefore when the
present checker game ended, he was on hand to

collect his nickel for the house.

He claimed the

in front of Prestonsburg’s only drug store. She was
of medium height and athletic built, and had reddish-

brownhair, blue eyes and a smile of soft quality. She

risk he took entitled him to this little graft.

had recognized Tony and was looking expectantly

Stan had been talking to Turtle and pretended
not to notice the latter’s occasional failings against
the solitaire rules.
“How much will you give me for old Black
Tony?” he asked.

at the pool emporium. Stan lost no time in taking his
patronage from the pool palace and in reaching the
side of the thoroughbred. The occupants of the

“Well, maybe three dollars,’ the Turtle offered
cautiously.

“But I paid ten for him,” Stan objected.
“You know darned well that you’d never sell that
ole mule,” Paw Tuck interrupted the bargainers.

“Why yore crazy about him!”
“Well, you see it’s this way,” Stan explained. “I

was ridin’ with Miss Vivian Wheatly last month
and old Tony shore don’t look like much along side
Page eight

emporium indulged

in

much winking, nodding,

nudging and all those antics usually employed by
village busy-bodies.
“Hello, Miss Vivian; pretty bad day for you to be
in town,” Stan began awkwardly.
“Well, you see,” she began in a slow melodious
drawl, “when I started out this mawnin’ the weather

was jes’ beautiful and I jes’ kept on ridin’, and now
here I am ten miles from home an’ it a-rainin’ cats

and dogs. The Big Sandy is gettin’ deeper an’
deeper. I guess I’ll have to swim that ford when I

go back.

I reckon when I get home paw’ll give
me fits.”
“Well, let’s have a sody,” Stan said, “and we'll
try the ford together.”
In the drug store their conversation turned to
more serious channels. Stan admitted his penury
in words like these:
“T wish I had something to offer you, Vivian, If
I did I’d go to your paw, regardless, and tell him
how much we love each other. I feel like doin’ it

avenue of escape, Stan espied Old Black Tony
standing patiently awaiting his master in the pouring rain.
“Poor, old Tony! He’ll sure enough be drowned
if I don’t get agoin’ soon,” he said.
Stan and Vivian created quite a sensation among
the old gossips in the pool hall by riding off together. They were ,truly) an incongruous pair.
Stan’s old mule hardly seemed a fit running mate
for Vivian’s fleet thoroughbred. The fact that

anyway.”

Vivian was forced to accommodate her pace to that
of the plodding Tony, caused her attention to rivet

The girl’s face assumed a forlorn expression. She
advised,

“TY don’t think you all better do that, Stan. Every
time I mentioned you all, paw jes’ flares up an’
calls you poor white trash an’ other things that jes’
about breaks my heart. An’ he’s still got that no
good Steve ‘Troyer hanging around. You remember him? He’s that big race horse man from New
Orleans that has all those fast horses. Paw hopes
I'll finally see some good in him. But Stan, I jes’
can’t. In the first, place he’s so much older than
me, and in the second place, there’s something
about him I can’t stand, sorta underhand an’
sneaky.”
For one so young Stan’s face assumeda truly
murderous expression.

“I know. If that scoundrel ever annoys you, I'll
kill him, if it’s the last thing I do.
“Now, Stan,” Vivian placated him, “don’t go gettin’ all het up. That’s the reason I rode off today.
Paw had it all fixed to take some two-year-olds
over to Lexington to try them out and when I
found Steve was agoin’ [| jest left a note and rode
down here.”
“Gee, I wish your paw liked me like he likes that
Steve Troyer,” Stan sighed.
“Stan,” Vivian replied, “I kin hardly believe

sometimes that your folks is poor whites.

Some-

times I think you are jest tryin’ to act and talk like

them. What’s the reason? Why, your mother is
jest as sweet and refined and your father seems to
know a lot about minerals and sech.”

“TI was born right here in the Big Sandy, Vivian,
but paw moved to Canada fer awhile. He came
back here five years ago, and that’s all I’m allowed
to tell.”
“Gee, I wished you’d trust me at least. I sus-

on the old animal.
“Stan, why don’t you all get a horse. They’re so
much nicer.

I don’t like mules, particularly that

mule. He almost killed me once, the cantankerous
critter
“T reckon poor old Tony didn’t mean no harm,”
Stan defended his mount.
“Well, mebbe not, but you’ll wish that you had a

horse when paw hears [| been ridin’ with you. Maw
don’t like you all, either. She says if she ever hears
I was out with you she'll take the axe to you.”
“Well, I sure aims to keep out of their way,”
Stan admitted. ‘Then the yellow Sanday became
visible through the trees along the river bank.
“That ford looks treacherous today,” Stan observed as they neared it. “The water won’t worry
Tony none, but I’m afraid for you to try to cross it
on that skittish hoss.”
. “Don’t be like that, Stan,” Vivian laughed. “I’ve

crossed the Big Sandy thousands of times it seems.
I’m not afraid.”

*

Resolutely she led the way to the swollen river.
*
*
*
*
*
*
*
*

Smoke was ascending from the chimney at the
end of the little mountain cabin. Stan Hart’s mother
was busily preparing the evening meal, the main
one on the Hart schedule. A tall, bronzed man,
leading a pack mule loaded with prospectors’ tools,
ascended the crest of the mountain and gazed at the
cabin nestling below him in the narrow valley. His

gaze softened.

It was for the last time he knew.

With a faint tinge of regret he descended to the

Several times Stan almost weakened, but I’m

cabin. Eagerly he strode to the door.
“Clara. I’ve found it!’
The tired eyes of his wife widened. But she was
cautious.
“What did you find, Floyd?”
“The main coal vein of these here hills. I’ve found
it today. Remember that day when Tony ran away
with my pack and lost it. I traced it down today.
He had been bucking and trying to get the pack off

proud to say our sturdy hero did not stain his honor

in that blind valley about two miles north of here.

by revealing his father’s secret.

His pawing uncovered the vein I’ve been looking

pected something, cause sometimes you folks talk
like them furriners in Cincinnati.”

There followed after this a lengthy dialogue in
which Vivian used all the wiles of the eternal feminine to discover what Stan had promised not to
tell.

At last, seeking an

Page nine

for for five years.

It was lying right next to the

surface.”
“Did you find the pack Tony lost?” Clara Hart
asked.
“Yes, but by Jove I forgot to bring it back with
me. All I could think of were those black diamonds
back there in that blind valley.”
“I don’t blame you,” his wife told him. “It
means we can be ourselves again. It means the
end of this masquerade as poor white mountaineers
to deceive the Consolidated people. It means that

the Canadian Amalgamated owes you millions and
a position as Vice-President.”
“You and Stan have been pretty patient these five
years,” Floyd said, his eyes misting. He embraced
his wife and kissed her. In that kiss he put his
thanks for five years of hardship on his behalf.
“A whole mountain of coal!” she sighed. “Won’t
Stan be glad!”
Then she smelled something burning.
“Gracious! While I’m standing here dreaming
my corn pone has burned to acrisp.”
“Save the hominy,” pleaded Floyd.
*
.
*
*
*
x
*
*
*
Disaster overtook Stan and Vivian at the ford.
Vivian’s high strung horse became almost unman-

ageable. She held a firm grip on the reins and
forced him into the water. When she took the
spurs to his flank, the spirited animal leaped wildly
and threw her rider into the swift river. The water
swept Vivian down stream so quickly that Stan’s
heart was paralyzed with fear for her. Then she
caught on a branch so slender that Stan thought it
a mere twig.

Stan dismounted from the plodding

Tony and ran along the bank until he reached a
point opposite the struggling girl. He boldly
leaped into the stream. After what seemed an eternal struggle he reached the driftwood which had
been the temporary savior of the girl. Now there

was naught left to do but make a desperate struggle
to the bank and pray that the water would not

swallow them. It looked like a stacked deck
to Stan. Then he received an inspiration. He
whistled shrilly. He was gratified when old Black
Tony lifted his ears in inquiry. The mule presently
discovered Stan and entered the water as though it
were an every-day occurrence. He swam slowly but

strongly to the driftwood.

Vivian and Stan fas-

tened eager hands to the cinch-strap which had

Stan said. “Your horse has run off.”
Mrs. Hart had made the near-drowned ones comfortable when a large automobile drove up the rutted road and turned in the lane that Floyd Hart
had made for his home. Stan’s heart sank for he
recognized Colonel and Mrs. Wheatly. Sitting in
the back seat with a smirk upon his face was Stan’s
rival, Steve Troyer.
“Where’s my daughter?’ roared the Colonel
pompously.

Floyd Hart had met the Colonel at the door.
“Be careful, Wheatly,” he said with an odd smile.

“You never could tackle me.”
“Why, Floyd!” the Colonel gasped, “Where did
you drop from? I haven’t seen you since we graduated. How’s the old fullback?”
“Who is this person?” asked Mrs. Wheatly in a
frigid manner.
“This is Floyd Hart, Lee, he was my roommate

at college.”
In this way all difficulties were smoothed over, for

as everyone knows there are never any difficulties
between roommates—twenty years after graduation.

*

x

*

+

It was a month later.

*

*

*

*

*

The Harts were guests at

the Wheatly estate. Stan and Vivian were sitting
on the corral fence watching the play of the young
thoroughbreds. Paw Tuck and Pop Barkin were
their only companions. Paw Tuck was there for
sentimental reasons but not so Pop Barkin. He
had a business deal in mind.
“T hear that you and Vivian are gettin’ married
on the fifth of June and are a-goin’ to Niagary
Falls.”
“That’s right,” Stan admitted.

“Well, do you mind if I get your tickets with
mine. The more you buy the cheaper you get ’em.
I arranged a rate with the railway clerk.”
“What! You goin’ to Niagary Falls!” Vivian
exclaimed in amazement.
“Why haven’t you young folks heard. I’m a-marryin’ the widder Kunkle. Youngsters ain’t got no
corner on this here romance business, have they?”
“Old Tony shore knows he has come home to
stay,” observed Paw Tuck, looking at the old mule
who was grazing in stolid indifference to the frisky
colts around him.
“What animal do you call “‘Tony?’” said the new-

ly arrived voice of Colonel Wheatly.

held Stan’s saddlebags. The mule gained the oppo-

“Why, that old mule there,” explained Paw Tuck.

site shore in another brief struggle against the

“The one that looks like he’d stick his nose up at

strong current of the flooded stream.
In a few minutes the boy and girl had recovered
much of their strength.
“God bless old Back Tony!” was Vivian’s sole

Man-O-War.”

comment.

“T guess I’d better take you up to my home,”
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“Now that’s strange. I wonder where he picked
that name up at,” the Colonel pondered. “When I
owned him his name was Dick.”
But old Tony by another name was some mule
for all of that.

Music Hath Wings
By JOHN LINDSEY
|

NOR a solid hour I sat in a delightfully easy
chair, turning the pages, in a manner much

too rapid to be convincing, of a supposedly
light and highly absorbing book bearing the title of
earn

he Iron Man in Industry.” I say sat in the chair,

but that is a slip of the key.

My position was not

in accordance with the laws of etiquette and good

who has made up his mind, I made the final gesture

in washing my hands clean of his content.
At the same instant I made a beautiful leap from
a drill-press and a machine shop to a musical score
and a broadcasting studio. In the snap of the finger
(and without that nerve-wracking noise) I was en-

breeding, but was rather fixed to gain a high de-

joying a ringside seat next to the orchestra, seeing

gree of comfort, this being one affair I take great
pains in accomplishing. That is, getting a comfortable position.

red-faced trombonists, panting trumpeters, nimble

fingered pianists and a wavy-haired director with
a foreign accent.

Yes, this one must have an ac-

cent.

With one leg curled under me, the other draped

very artistically over the arm of the chair, my head
back against the wing and my elbows bored into

By this time my mind was entirely free from the
worries of the industrial world, and I could only

the cushion under me, | was completely relaxed

enjoy my present situation more fully by scrooch-

and had not a worry save a slight apprehension as
to how | would ever become untangled. Thus, entwined in a slouch that would bring envy to the
eyes of a professional sloucher, I raced through the

act was soon accomplished by a series of quick,
jerky contortions manipulated so as to deliver me
to the desired position. Now I was settled (at least

lron Man with alarming swiftness——and know not
what I read. Neither did I care. For directly behind me stood a radio that was swaying in ecstacy
to the tune it reproduced. The gauges read “full
steam ahead,” and she was carrying a cargo of notes
produced by a crew of musicians that were being
ordered “hard to port” through the medium of a
long, slender baton.
So I say that for an hour I turned the pages of

ing down in the seat to the base of my spine, which

had hit rock bottom) and could take life in comfort de luxe. I closed my eyes to complete the elab-

orate preparation necessary to enjoy the music and
give free play to my highly sensitive poetic nature.
This poetic nature, by the way, is sometimes vulgarly called laziness by those near to me, nor am |
able to persuade them to believe that it is something fine and delicate that should be given tender,
loving care.

the book and knew not what I read, for the contrast

In any event, that laziness had fully accomplished

of violins against Iron Man was too great. The industrial inclination (and here I flatter myself) in

its devastating duty and I was glad of it. Glad
that I could at least persuade myself that it was
really an appreciation of the beautiful and not a

me was dwarfed by a happy love of music, and I

was in actual agony while attempting to drive any
trace of the book from my mind. At the end of that

hatred for work.

Thinking it all over, I am inclined

to see that this is for the better, for in a very lopsided debate of Music versus Industry within my

hour some sort of a malady was gaining ground
within me and I became infected with a case of the

own mind, I will invariably give the final decision

fidgets that could never have been caused by the
music to which my ears pricked up. There was ab-

to Music and send Industry, with all its Iron Men,
shuffling away in absolute dejection. My principle

solutely no sense in continuing to straddle the

arguments are as follows: Industry never inspired

fence, so I placed the entire blame for all trouble on
the book and shoved it into the crook of my arm,
thinking to dispel all evil effects. But somehow
this would not work, and after a few more moments
of miserable squirming, I looked the gentleman in

the eye and inflicted upon his vision a gruesome
grimace that should have caused a smirk, and,
throwing him to the table in the motion of a man

aman to any great heights, because someone had to
be inspired before there could ever be Industry.

Thus, Industry is not the cause of the action, but
the result. On the other hand, Music has caused
men to do many things, both large and small. Then,

too, I say that after we have Industry, what is the
result? Through the medium of industry I can
only earn money to buy a steamer ticket around
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the world. Once this is completed my travels are
at an end and I can only recall them in my memory.
But on the wings of music I can tour the world a
million times and nose into ports that a steamer
could never reach. And the beautiful side of this
story is that mental wanderings may be regulated
in their speed by the wanderer. In a moment |
can jump from Cairo to Butte, saving time, money

and sea-sickness. If I tire of the canals in Venice
I can go ski-oring in Switzerland. And so I can go
on until unknown ports are exhausted.

‘Thus, |

have a sure-fire proposition and my arguments in
favor of music never go a begging when I am my
only opponent.

But somehow this evening I found myself wondering what the future held in store for me, and the

shock supreme came when I found that I was thinking about some kind of work. At the moment, this
aspect of the situation did not trouble me. But
once myself again, I fell to wondering if the music
caused all this.

I had previously admitted, and

even argued, that music caused all this.

I had pre-

viously admitted, and even argued, that music

causes people to do peculiar things, but I never
dreamed that it had the power to give me such
thoughts. I still raise a cold sweat when I think of
this, and have made a half resolution that if the in-

cident repeats itself I shall in the future confine the
reactions of my aesthetic nature to other fields. ‘To
be set to dreaming or taking musical flights is a
marvelous thing, but to be caused to think about

work by it is something to be avoided.
So, as the moments flitted past, I began to flit to
the various occupations in life. I went down the

line, touching very, very lightly on many and

ing an axe all day long would be a most monotonous proposition, and | soon gave this idea up in

despair as I had done with all the others. Thus, I
ran the gamut of life-works, and finally reached the
underlying force that was causing my present dis-

comfort. Music! That
chance that I could see.

was

the

only

possible

The idea struck with such alarming force that |
selected my future without another instant of
thought. I would have to be something in the
music world. Not to be a professional musician,
for that is an absolutely insane idea, and I have
been convinced for some years that if I ever hit a

truly perfect, vibrant, sweet note on my playfellow
of a trumpet, I shall spend the rest of my days

bragging and gloating over a phenomenal success.
To be a composer or arranger,—yes,—after I acquire from twenty-five to fifty years of training. So
I found the task of getting from the general to the
particular quite a difficult one, but knew that I was
on the right track.

For I have all the universally

accepted characteristics of a musician; a positive
hatred for work, a lack of a feeling of responsibility, a wish for a few eccentricities of my very own

and a habit of letting my hear grow to a not only
ridiculous but positively uncomfortable length. To
add strength to my convictions, I recalled that it is
an accepted fact that musicians very seldom amount

to anything, and immediately predicted a bright future for myself along this line. Then I knew that
of a necessity I would become an amateur musician,
playing for parent-teacher associations, ladies afternoon cultural clubs, Kiwanas meetings and amateur night in the old home town.

But every one I ventured upon had

The problem is entirely solved now, and I am at

its drawbacks. ‘Take Accounting (if you are inclined that way). I saw failure in accountancy because my Math is terrible, and, if I recall properly,
I have an aversion to drawing red lines. To be an
industrial giant was completely out of the picture,

the present engaged in adapting myself more perfectly to the groove which I have hallowed out. My
mind is absolutely free from all worry concerning
future years and all arrangements are completed for
my send-off on the first lap of the tour of Ladies’
Missionary Societies. That is, all arrangements save

varied fields.

for already that calling had been subdued by an-

other force from within. Then the call of the woods
reached my ears, and I remembered just in the nick
of time that I could never be a woodsman because

of the childlike manner in which I chew tobacco.
Furthermore, I was inclined to believe that wield-
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one, namely, promoting twenty-five cents to get my
stiff shirt from the corner laundry. For, a musician
must have a stiff shirt along with the worry con-

cerning the source of the cash for payment of his
laundry bill.

Blind Ecstasy
By ARTHUR I. WALLACE
The setting may seem to you a bit inopportune, but
a good story is a good story any time. All that aside,
the setting is less important here than—but read it
yourself. It might have happened any time.
THE Eprrors.
ef
H

ELLO—Joe?
a

case

This is 684.

of Johnnie

Send me up

Walker,

will

you?

Can you get it sometime today? That'll

“Haircut and a shampoo. And you might as well
give mea vitalis rub, too.

As the barber threw the

smock across his body, he noticed the blazing headlines of the paper. “Still Found In Chinese Laundry.
“Look at that, will you,” he said to John the

“Even those Chinks are making the stuff

barber.

now-a-days.” And he read further down the story
to discover that the still was operated by a large

be fine. And listen, Joe, would it be too much
trouble for you to leave a pint at my office? Having a little party this afternoon. My wife will be

syndicate of Chicago’s bootleg ring.
“Can you beat that, John. Cal Lapone ran that

home; she’ll take the rest of it.

still in the rear and in the basement. This prohibition is getting to be a serious affair. You can’t
tell what you’re drinking. Although the liquor I
get is right over from Canada. I know it’s good.
It'll be tough on the bootleggers this Christmas.

Thanks, Joe, and

a Merry Christmas!”
Tom Roberts reclined lazily in his swivel chair,
turned, spat into his cuspidor and gazed fixedly far

across the skyline of Chicago’s business district

place.

Had the laundry in front as a blind and the

into the eyes of the early morning sun.

People haven’t the money to spend like they did

“Wonder when we're going to get some snow,”
he soliquized, “This’ll be hard on the kids. Here
it is day before Christmas and no snow. Oh, well—”
Turning around he pushed one of the many red

two years ago. I'll bet they feel it too. I heard
the other day they had to cut their running expenses so they laid off a hundred coppers.”
The barber boomed out a hearty laugh.
“Yeah? I heard too they intended to give the

buttons on his desk and almost simultaneously his

secretary entered the office.
“Did you ring, sir?”
“Yes, take some letters.”

Drawing back the sleeve of his double-breasted
blue suit, he saw it was eleven-thirty.

“Guess I’ll get a hair cut.-

Won’t have time

later.”
And with that thought in mind he picked up his

hat and coat and hurriedly left the office saying a
word to his secretary of his intended whereabouts.
Walking north on LaSalle Street, through the

milling crowd, laden down with packages denoting
the seasonal atmosphere, he noticed a few early
addicts of the Christmas spirit.
“Christmas only comes once a year.

Everyone

will be in somewhat the same condition by two
o’clock.”’
He bought an early afternoon edition of the

“News” and entered the barber shop.
“Merry Christmas, Mr. Roberts.”
“Thank you, Al,” he addressed the proprietor.

“Same to you,” and walked across the shop to his
favorite barber, where the same salutation took
place. He sank back into the large black leather
chair.

chief of police a month’s vacation without pay.”
After an hour or so of tonsorial adornment, “Tom
Roberts rose from the chair, arranged his collar to
a more suitable position and reached for his check.

“Merry Christmas, Mr. Roberts.”
“Anda Very Merry one to you, John.”
“Thank you, sir. And don’t forget your glasses.”
“Oh, yes,” said Tom as he extended thirty-five
cents toward the waiting hand of the barber.
When he returned to the office, the Christmas

spirit was still bottled up to a certain extent. Only
a few of the executives were drinking, but behind

closed doors.

At least he thought they were. His

opinion proved to be a certainty when he entered
the office of the general manager.
“Have a drink, Tom,” said the manager.
“No, thanks. Just got up from a big lunch with
Bert Healy. Invited him over for the party this

afternoon. Well, I’ll see you fellows in a little
while. Have to call the wife.”
“Rogers Park 2294. Hello, honey. How are
you? I ordered a case of whiskey this morning.
Did you get it yet?”
“Ves.

It come about an hour ago,” answered his

wife, “but there were only eleven pints.”
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“Yes, I know,” retorted Tom.

“I had him leave

a bottle at the office for the party this afternoon.
Well, I'll see you about seven. Goodbye.”
And with that Tom Roberts pushed back his
chair, reached in his pocket and pulled out his favorite cigar. The door opened and his secretary entered with a telegram and a small package and
placed them on the desk in front of him.

“Ts there anything else, Mr. Roberts?”
“Wait till I read this wire,” he replied as he placed
his glasses on the bridge of his nose. “That'll be
all.

This can wait until Saturday.”

He unwrapped

the package with a firm hand and tossed the debris
into an already filled waste basket and held the bottle up to the light to determine its clearness. With
an acquiescence of satisfaction he opened it and
sampled the contents. His well rounded lips curled
up to a bit of enjoyment and consolation. ‘Two
more drinks and he placed the bottle in a drawer

of his desk.

:

felt hilariously happy. -At least he thought so, for
he was calling his secretary by her first name. But
He experienced
his eyes were bothering him.
a burning sensation underneath the eye-lids.

“S'funny,” he thought, “but maybe it’s because I was up late last night. But even at that
I’ve never had this trouble before.” He lifted his
glasses high on his forehead and rubbed his eyes
It worried him.

Perhaps it was the

whiskey. But he had been buying liquor from Joe
for two years now and he had never gotten any “bum
stuff.” He called Bert Healy into his office. Bert
offered his assistance by applying cold towels across

Tom’s eyes.

A few applications and Tom opened

his eyes to darkness.
“Bert, I’m blind. It must be that—liquor,” he

said with a shaky voice. “Call my wife and tell her
to throw the rest of that stuff out. Tell her to do
anything with it, but get rid of it. And get in
touch with Doc Gladmore. Tell him to wait for
me. I’m coming right over. That stuff must be
poison. How are your eyes? Better let me talk to
Louise; she might be worried.

Gee, Bert, I can’t

believe I’m blind. I must be dreaming. Do something, quick. I’m going nutty. They’re burning
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A nervous sweat came over Tom Roberts as the

doctor stood over him scrutinizing his eyeballs.
The bella donna had been working for about onehalf hour, but Tom was still rolling impatiently on

the long black table. His eyes were burning,
scorching as if the claws of a terrible beast were
tearing at the very tissues of his athletic body. He
attempted to bring himself to the realization that
he was lying on his own bed in the throes of an im-

petuous reverie, but the subdued voices of his two
attendants conveyed to him that his real location
was in the doctor’s office.
“Now just lie quietly for a few moments,” commanded the doctor, “and I’ll see what I can do for
you. But keep your eyes closed and don’t rub

them.”
He didn’t know how long he had been asleep, but
he knew he was still in the doctor’s office. An
intense blackness hovered about his eyes and he

One hour and an empty pint later, Tom Roberts

vigorously.

like hell. What’ll I do, Bert, what'll I do?

recalled drinking some whiskey and it had cost him
his eyesight. Joe’s whiskey! He couldn’t understand that. After all the business he had given
Joe, he should give him some “bum stuff.” He
firmly resolved never to drink again. He wouldn't
be able to do anything in the courts but he’d surely
tell Joe in so many words.
His soliloquy was interrupted by the laughing
voices of his friend and the doctor. That’s funny.
Here I amgoing blind and they’re laughing. As
he sat up on the table, the saturated pad, covering

his eyes fell to the floor. With the hesitancy of a
person committing suicide, Tom Roberts blinked
his eyes dubiously toward the heavily drapped win-

dow to see the falling snow slapping against the
window pane. With a cry of exultation he shouted
“TI can see, Doc.

I can see.”

“Sure you can,” said the doctor. “You always
could, only those glasses you had, sort of paralyzed
the optic nerve.”
Why hell, Doc, I’ve been wearing those glasses
for five years and they’ve
:
“No you haven't,” interrupted the doctor. “You’ve
only been wearing those glasses since you left the
barber shop.”

Tired and Weary
By MASON C. BENNER
I’m tired.
Let me rest

And dangle my feet
In a musical stream.
Let a soft wind

Come and rumple my hair
To soothe away the din.

I’m weary.

Let me idle
Long quiet hours

On white sands
While little waves
Run up to kiss me,

And far white sails gleam.
I’m tired.
Let me drift

On a bowered bayou
AsTI stretch

On scented pine boughs
Dangling finger tips
In dark cool water

While silver moss brushes my cheeks.

I’m weary.
Let me lie

On a mountain side
And watch a red sun sink.

When the valley lights wink on
And high stars twinkle,
Let me sleep ’neath a quiet moon.
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An Apology for College Students
By LOUIS A. OTTO

,

\ HE American public spends annually billions
of dollars to provide means of education for
its youth. It proudly boasts that except under extreme circumstances no ambitious boy or girl
need be deprived of the benefits of high school
training. Finally it proudly claims that of all the
nations of the world, the United States has the

highest percentage of its young men and women
attending colleges and universities.
Despite this apparent faith in the good results
accruing from education, there is a general opinion
concerning college students particularly that would
seem to belie this faith. For, as far as personal observation goes, college students in general are regarded by the public as a group of irresponsibles,
perhaps not precisely detrimental to society, but

still requiring careful regulation. They have “fool
notions” distinctly inharmonious to the ideas of
their elders, show slight respect for the opinions of
their betters, and on the whole lead romantic, carefree lives, quite as they please. Yet, paradoxically,

the same public that has such a low estimation of
college students, each successive year increases the
huge sum of money invested in college and university education.
What is the meaning of this disparity between
such evident practical faith, and such unfavorable
opinion? The answer must be, that despite what
it insinuates to the contrary, wittingly or unwit-

tingly, the American public still feels that it is getting a fair return on its investment. The older generation may utter condemnations and state with

fervor that they “don’t know what this world is
coming to,” but after careful analyzation the more
clusion: that this “wildness,” this unsteadiness
intelligent thinker usually arrives at only one conevidenced by college youth is of passing nature.

The very fact of almost universa ladult conservatism is proof that youth outgrows its “obnoxious”
characteristics.
It is unfortunate indeed that in general opinion
college students are held at such low regard. It is

an opinion that has arisen from several sources.
The public forms its ideas on this matter from the
conduct of college students in its midst, and from
the so-called college life portrayed in film and ficPage sixtecn

tion, There are of course contacts with individual
students which may leave a more favorable impression, but the public seems to prefer to form its

opinions from observation of student groups and
not of the individual, and from second-hand instead

of immediate information.
An article entitled “The Typical College Student,” which appeared several months ago in the
Exponent, summarizes with considerable acumen

the entire case against college students as a whole.
Although the writer of this article does credit these
lowly representatives of the results of education
with more intelligence than their average fellowmen, he decries their use, or rather their abuse, of

their superior intellect, a fact which he claims is

evidenced by their every-day life. He hopes that the

current depression will restore them to a serious
turn of mind by prohibiting of necessity their ordinarily senseless expenditures of money.

II
In all the condemnations which are heaped upon

the heads of college students the blame for the situation is also usually included, so that college stu-

dents receive full credit for their “faults.” Personally, I cannot fully agree with these condemnations
as I have reported them in the first secton of this
article. But before explaining why I hold different
opinions, it is no more than just to remove some of
this blame from college students, and to place
it, where, in my judgment, it more rightfully belongs. So doing, will also clear up to a large degree some of the prevalent misconceptions concern-

ing college students.
To solve this situation it is necessary to under-

stand the basic princip! of the American educational
system. This system endeavors to fulfill to as great

a degree as possible that grandiloquent statement
of the Declaration of Independence that “all men
are created equal.” In regard to education this
principle is interpreted to mean that all children,
young men, and young women, should havea fair
opportunity to take advantage of all available facil-

ities for learning. In its application, however, this
interpretation has been unduly and illogically extended, as will be seen in the following paragraphs.
Beginning in the last years of the nineteenth cen-

tury, about the last forty years the demand for

mass higher education has rapidly increased.
Whereas, formerly, parents in the vast majority had
been content with elementary school instruction for
their children, in a few years as many as possible
began to send their children on to high schools, as

they realized gradually the increased advantages
from a secondary school education. To supply this
demand, institutions for secondary education grew
to unprecedented numbers in a few years. The
World War period next had a great effect in stimulating the demand for higher education, which
this time extended to the colleges and universities.
At the present time secondary school education is
taken almost as a matter of course, while there are

approximately a million students attending colleges and universities.
American colleges and universities have been
judged by keen, analytical critics to be generally inferior to contemporary European institutions of
higher education in regard to intellectual standards.
Even most American educators admit this as a fact.
The reason that such a condition exists is laid to
the popularization of college education. In order
for higher education to become available for larger

As a result of these attractive opportunities, stu-

dents beyond due proportion began to attend higher
education they have been led to believe that college
is a glorious place at which it is only necessary to
spend four years in a continuous round of athletic
events, dances and parties, and a few classes, at the
end of which graduation and a good position are
bound to follow in logical sequence.
Recalling what was mentioned at the beginning
of this article, college students have acquired as a
whole an unfavorable impresson among the general

puble. They are regarded as irresponsible, “Rahrah” boys, or the equivalent of the opposite sex.
The logical conclusion is that those students who
spend their time on such actions and antics that attract observation and comment are mostly those

who are unable to attain the desired ends of college education and hence should not even be attending college. Yet their behavior, played up and
exaggerated by the sensationalism of certain types
of journalism, drama, and fiction, has resulted in an

unfavorable public opinoin towards all students.
Thus college students themselves are not in the
end to blame for their ill repute. Instead the col-

numbers, a decrease in standards was inevitable.

leges and universities, by yielding to popular de-

The only other alternative to this conclusion is inconceivable—that Americans are of such superior

mand for education and lowering their standards,
have allowed large numbers of students to enroll
who really are not of college calbre and who are
probably the cause of unfavorable criticism of all
students. By taking this action, the American institutions of learning are themselves responsible for

intellect that the percent of population able to meet

the requirements of university training is several
times greater than that of any European country.

Thus by extending itself so as to embrace abnormal numbers of students, American collegiate edu-

cation has sacrificed depth and seriousness of scholarship. It might even be said that it has become
shallow and superficial in comparison with European ideals of education.

In Europea select stu-

dent population receives a thorough education; in
America learning is spread out in smaller quantity
and less quality among greater numbers.
The prime purpose of a university is the teaching
of universal knowledge. But students receive more
than mere knowledge in whatever branches they study,

for this knowledge is accompanied by the systematic
development and cultivation of man’s intellectual
powers.

the results.

Ill
The purpose of the preceding section was to
show that a large proportion of American students
do not belong in college, that their presence however is due to a vain attempt to provide higher education for the average high school graduate instead
of the more capable few, but that on analysis, these
students, victims of a false principle, are not in

justice deserving of censure although they have
probably given the unfavorable reputation which
popular opinion has accorded to all students. It is

To attain these desired ends to any con-

more concerned with the American educational sys-

siderable degree in keeping with the ideals of edurequired. This minimum of mental ability is present in but a small part of the population, a fact that
is partially ignored by American colleges and universities. These institutions, as mentioned previously, have lowered their standards, fallaciously believing that under these lowered standards, students

tem itself than with American students. The remainder of this article will be devoted to the students, particularly in refutation of some of the
charges made against them.
Are college students as a group the irresponsible,
disruptive members of society they are pictured to
be? The answer must be in the negative. Because
of the alleged defaming demonstrations of a minor-

could still obtain the desired ends of education.

ity, the unfortunate situation has arisen that simi-

They erroneously held that numerical growth in
enrollment, though made possible by less stringent
requirements, would not deter intellectual growth.

lar unfavorable characteristics are attributed to the
majority of college students. It must be remembered that college students constitute a portion of

cation, a necessary minimum of mental ability is
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society, that as such they reflect in approximately
equal proportions the characteristics of saciety.
Holding this principle in mind, any logical thinker
is able to deduce that the so-called “extraordinary”

characteristics of college students are not necessarily peculiar to them, but are pertinent to American
society as a whole.
War time hysteria and the accompanying revolt

in thought and morals naturally had an effect on
the youth of the country, including of course the
college students. After the war the movement continued on its own momentum and was characterized by lestlessness and disregard for outworn customs and traditions. The post-war disillusions following the war time ideals no doubt were a contributing factor. This spirit of unrest was expressed
by indifference to authority and an attempt to outrage the national sense of propriety in regard to almost anything from morals and manners to automobiles. During the past two or three years, however, a counter movement has gradually replaced
the former.
Thus the vogue for balloon trousers and other uncouth items of dress has been largely supplanted by

typical professional conservatism. The “no-hat”
fad has just about passed away. The once fairly
numerous, highly decorated “semi-wrecks” that
once were on every college campus are now rarely
seen. ‘These newer conditions are said to prevail
especially in the eastern institutions, but more recently the movement has made inroads in other

sections of the country.

few, however, represent more a spirit of dissent
than any real socialistic movement, lacking as they
do any direction or aims, that might endanger the
existence of capitalism. But this group illustrates
clearly that colleges are a regular part of society.
In the part and in the whole the radical element
constitutes but a small minority.

In the same manner the almost total indifference
and ignorance of students in regard to politics can
be explained.

When it is considered extraordinary

if thirty to forty per cent of the electorate cast their
ballot on election day, it is not extraordinary to
find similar conditions among students. This is not
said in defense of such conditions, but is offered
merely as an explanation.

It would of course be a

good thing for the country as a whole if students
could display an intelligent interest in politics.
Drinking is supposed to be a vice to which college students are addicted, for which no alibi can

be found, in the opinion of the general public.
While it is a fact that college students drink various kinds of intoxicating beverages and even to
excess on occasions, neither ordinary drinking nor
excessive drinking is universal. Besides, the use of

liquor is no crime.

Drinking takes place in mil-

lions of homes throughout the country, at social

functions of almost any kind. It is by no means
peculiar to college students, yet some critics contnue to over-emphasize its existence.
Other critics like to condemn the lack of culture
displayed by the majority of students. They point

The prefects

to the prevalent tastes in fiction, drama and music,
and as usual place the blame on the students for
liking what appeals to them. These charges could
be refuted by the explanation offered in the pre-

of the boarding students admit that there is a con-

ceding section of this article, showing that many

Even in such a small, mid-western institution as

the University of Dayton the character of the student body has undergone a change.

siderable difference in the conduct of the present
generation of students as compared to that of the

students of three or more years ago.

The present

students as a whole are more seriously minded, less

given to escapades. More recent graduates are
disgusted with the “tameness”’ that has set in within the last few years.
Radicalism and Socialism, too, are thought to be

gaining ground among college students. Yet, the
majority of students are indifferent or conservative.
Their acquaintance with Marxian Socialism is limited to what they have heard or read about a Five-

Year Plan. In some courses students may have
clearer ideas on the matter. They mildly adhere to
the social principles of their professors, which of
course vary with different institutions.

But the

convictions, real or assumed, of a thorough-going
socialist, are wholly absent.
In every college there are of course a small mi-

nority adhering to ideals and opinions of political
or social nature that merit the term radical. These
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students are below college calibre in their mental

faculties, and as such are incapable of attaining any
considerable degree of culture.
But there is still another solution. A real liking
and appreciation for cultural arts requires special
courses of study. Such appreciation is not inborn,
except in the artist, and to develop his talent he
must devote years of his life to study and practice.

Probably a majority of college and university students are taking entirely technical subjects, such as
in engineering and commerce courses. Even in an
ordinary liberal arts course there is little or noth-

ing in the way of appreciative courses in such arts
as painting, sculpture, and music.

Literature alone

is treated to any worthwhile degree. Yet despite
these conditions, college students are criticized for
not being able to appreciate a symphony or a masterpiece of painting. According to such logic, liberal arts students should be able explain the technicalities of theoretical mechanics.
The writer is not trying to give the impression

that all is well in the American educational system.
In this article it is impossible to explain what
should be done to remedy its defects, but two important points can be mentioned. First, it is

necessary to eliminate those college students, who
really do not belong in college at all. The
more capable students remaining would then be
able to derive the full benefits accruing from college education. Secondly, more teachers are needed

who can inspire and move the students to greater
goals.

The purpose of this article has been to indicate
that the “wildness” of youth is not exactly a blot on
civilization, and, that, furthermore, it has been great-

ly exaggerated, so that college students do not always deserve the verbiage written and spoken about
them. A certain amount of unrest is desirable; it is

a sign of both youth and growth, and as such
should not be condemned. The present indications
are that any seemingly “abnormal” characteristics
of college youth are really normal, and that general opinion holding tenets to the contrary is not
able to withstand investigation.
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To a Very Conscientious Person
A SONNET

By EDWIN H. SAUER
I do not want your honor dead for me;

Nor any act of dignity dented;
Nor duty, once accomplished, thrown aside,
That I might realize an ecstacy,
Or some desired pleasure. Netther see
Your wish to grant me favor as the guide,
One, breathless, fearful, marches close beside,
In search of character’s true destiny.
Relinquish naught of goodness, for my faith
In you, ts by that goodness best renewed;

And love upheld by such fidelity
Shall crumble if the good in trust meet death.
Thus friend, you gain by joys to me, refused,
If they attack responsibility.

Quatrain
I'll listen to your stumbling, forced “goodbye,”
I'll shake your hand, then climb my darkened stair,
I'll see your car move slowly from the curb,
I'll know you’re glad, and shall not even care.
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How to Tell A Story
‘By CECIL PIPES
.

S this article is composed mainly of advice,
let me advise you first of all not to tell stor-

ies. By this I mean, that unless you can so
completely incorporate a story into your own or
someone else’s conversation that it no longer
sounds like a “story,” you had better leave it alone.

Above all do not become one of those people whom
every pause reminds of “two Irishmen.”
An example in point is of a friend of mine who
is fairly silent in general conversation, but always
feels called upon to tell a story while listening to
others.

At dinner the other night I could see these.

symptoms appearing.

Someone was describing an

he
exciting adventure from a detective novel which

closely.
had read, and I watched my friend’s face

“How nice it would be,” he probably was thinking,
“if I would tell a story, too.

tell a story.

Yes, I really have to

As soon as this fellow is finished, |

will begin.”

He looked about him and began. Everyone was
silent, listening. “Last summer I was trying to
fnd a taxi. I was out in Dayton View and I
wished to get to the Union Depot. I had to catch
a train.

It was late at night.

It was raining,” he

went on, “and I couldn’t find a cab anywhere. You
see, I had to catch the train.

A chap by the name

of Pomfert was going to meet me at the station,

and we were going to Cleveland to be at a wed-

ding. Yes, that was the time we were going to
Cleveland. I was hunting for a taxi. Finally |
found one.” Everyone at the table looked relieved
at the news. “It was late at night. 1 told the
driver to go to the Union Depot. I had to catch
a train. 1 was getting into the taxi and looked at
the driver. I couldn’t see him very clearly; it was
dark. But he turned around, and then I saw that

he was a short, dark man,” went on my friend, who

was becoming a bit self-conscious, “and I told him
to hurry. He drove very fast. We went about
halfway without comng to a red light.

We were

going about fifty all the way. Another taxi started
to race with us. We raced all the rest of the way.
We got near the station and we both had to slow
up to miss a truck. It wasa sloppy night and we
skidded when the brakes were put on. I certainly
thought we were going to have a smash-up. However, the other taxi skidded in exactly the same
direction as we did, so it was all right.” He paused

and looked about.

“I certainly thought that some-

thing was going to happen.”

He laughed nervous-

ly and sought refuge in his coffee-cup.

“So did I,” someone unkindly remarked. This
is a perfect example of how not to tell a story.
Before you set out to tell a story, stop to consider these fundamentals. Every story isa little
play, and you are its producer, director, stage manager, chief actor and often, its author. Think of
your public. Are they ready to receive tragedy, or
comedy, or satire, or character study, or burlesque?

Your selection must depend upon the mood of your
audience.

Your stories should belong to one of four classes
of relevancy. You may have to twist facts a little

and perhaps even lie, but your story should be
made to conform to one of these conditions. First,

it may deal with yourself. Second, it may deal
with someone else who is present. Third, it may
deal with someone well-known to the group.
Fourth, it may deal with something appropriate to
the subject under discussion at the moment. Never
“drag in” an anecdote. If you keep the above conditions in mind you will avoid that danger. Remember, you are never forced to tell a story. Leave
it alone until a real opportunity presents itself.

Now consider yourself as a producer.. You must
choose the type of story you are to tell. Most
people tell only one kind of a story, that is, the
funny kind. They do not seem to realize that there
are as many different kinds of anecdotes as there
are different kinds of plays, or written stories. Not
much laughter was heard in the play “Journey's
End,” but the audience surely reacted to it. Look

through a copy of the Saturday Evening Post and
you will find only two articles out of twelve intended to evoke laughter. Yet all supply possible anecdotes. Stories may be comic or tragic,

ironic, surprising or fantastic, or they may give
the essence of a character or of a place. Select a
variety of subjects for your anecdotes. This is the
work of production.
You are now ready to take up your duties as director. Your principal concern now is the construction of your story. The remark with which
your story opens is called its “tie-up.” It connects
your story with the previous conversation.

Care

should be taken not to make the “tie-up” too
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abrupt. The skilled conversationalist generally
gives a brief characterization of the previous conversational offering before introducing his story.
Your opening sentences are very important. They
should set, if possible, the time, the place and the

characters involved.

Now comes the body of your

story, leading up to the climax, Keep the cilmax in
mind all the time and make the details of your
story contributory to it.
As director and stage manager you have the
problem of “pace” to study. When you introduce

your story, conversation has been mildly interesting. Its “pace” has been more or less normal. Your
story must start at this level. As your anecdote
progresses it must grow more interesting. When
it has reached its highest level of interest your
story must stop. Now how will you obtain this effect? Start very slowly. Force yourself to speak
more slowly than usual. Your words should be in
time with the normal beating of your heart.

Now,

as you approach your climax, accelerate your speed.
Before you reach your climax, pause a second, then

deliver the climax more slowly. When your story
is told, stop. Never continue with an anti-climax,
or the effect is lost.
The amatuer is always concerned with what stories to tell. Are you to be their author, as well as
producer, director, stage-manager, and chief actor?

It is well to include all possibilities.

Never memorize a story. You are sure to be
found out. It will not sound right or natural. The
skillful racounteur always seems to be telling a
story as it occurs to him and that for the first time.

You are never obliged to tell a story but if you

can do so successfully, you will feel as Scheharaz-

ade, on her thousand and second night must surely
have felt, that it is an ACT that has its compensations.

Spring Promise
By BARRY DWYER
Dear friend, the spring must go.
Ah, time is never slow,
To make the blossoms fruit;

Perhaps he may assuage
With anodyne, your woe
That youth must bear the bruit
Of creeping age.
Be not so filled with fear
That you must always peer
At shadows on the wall,
As though the hidden dead

Would mark your lonely bier.
Spring's promise in the fall
Is harvested.
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Construct

your own, recall some you have heard or read, or,
if you are so gifted, extemporize.

An Anti-Booster Speaks His Mind
By DON SHARKEY
‘6JH

consrcnon

likes a booster.”

This sign,

conspicuously displayed in St. Mary’s
Hall, has been a source of constant irritation to me. I have been passing it three or four
times a day for the last several weeks and each
time I have been confronted by its large, bold

letters proclaiming loudly, “Everybody likes a
booster.” The first time I saw it I merely smiled
and said, “Oh, yeah!” or some other remark equally clever. Gradually, however, I became more and
more annoyed.

“Everybody likes a booster.” Those

words kept running through my mind, and the
more I thought of them the more annoyed I be- came. Here was someone hanginga large sign on

be long now. Two more days and we'll be across
these mountains, and remember, beyond the Alps
lies Italy. Ha, ha!” ‘hen growing more serious
he shouts, “Listen fellows, I admit it’s hard going,

but we won’t give up now. We can do it. We
must do it. That’s a good slogan. Just keep saying to yourself ‘We can. We must.’ Remember,
you're all Carthaginians and a Carthaginian never
gives up. Now everyone stand up and I'll lead you
in a few rousing cheers.” How long do you suppose Hannibal’s men would have stuck to such a
leader? No, the qualities of leadership go much
deeper than a loud voice, a lot of ballyhoo, and a

one of the most prominent places in the school, a

Y.M. C, A. smile.
When Washington was at Valley Forge, he did
not tell his men to “keep up that old pep.” Read

Imagine how Al

any of Washington’s addresses to his soldiers and

sign which made a bold statement and did not even

attempt to offer any proof for it.

Smith would feel if the board of directors of the
Empire State Building insisted upon placing a huge
sign on the side of the building bearing the words,
“Everybody is in favor of prohibition.” Perhaps
he could not do anything about it, but you may be

sure he would raise a loud protest. As_ selfappointed head of the Anti-Booster Association, I
feel that I cannot allow such an assertion to go unchallenged.

Everybody does not like a booster. Perhaps the
majority of people do, but there is a strong minor-

ity which is opposed to everything the booster
stands for. When my last article on the subject
appeared in this magazine, many people told me
that I had expressed their feelings exactly. When
a columnist in the “U. D. News” said it was a
good thing that the Anti-Booster Association had
only one official booster on the campus, a number
of students urged me to write a letter in protest
and promised to sign it. “Everybody likes a
booster.” Humph! It would be just as sensible to

put up a sign saying “Everybody likes spinach.”
No great leader that I can think of has ever been
a booster. Picture Hannibal leading his men across
the Alps. After a hard day of mountain climbing

you will find them calm and reasoned appeals to the
intellect.

St. Patrick did not tell the Gaels, “You

can’t afford to miss this wonderful opportunity to
join the Church!” Lindbergh has retained his popularity largely because he has conducted himself
with such modesty. Calvin Coolidge is one of the
quietest and most unpicturesque figures ever to
come before the gaze of the public, and yet he remains one of the most popular men in public life
today.

There is a theory, which is held by many otherwise intelligent people, that in order to get any
place in this world, in order to accomplish any good,
or in order to get any enjoyment out of life, one
must be a booster.

This false notion, as I said in

my previous article, is being spread because of the
boosters in charge of so many of our schools and
industries.

In reality, however, nothing could be

farther from the truth. I have pointed out that
none of the really great men of history have been
boosters.

At the other end of the scale we find the

foreign missionaries, the charity workers in our big
cities, and countless thousands of others who work

quietly but who are accomplishing wonderful results. They certainly are not boosters. None of

The men are

them ever gives a pep talk, or slaps anyone else on

completely exhausted and are ready to flop down

the back; they just work quietly day after day,

they select a camp for the night.

on their cots, or whatever they slept on, and sleep

soundly until morning. But Hannibal says no. He

calls them all together on a clearing and then stands

up on a stump and shouts, “Well, fellows, it won't

happy in the knowledge that they are helping oth-

ers. There is a splendid example of this at our
own school. I am thinking of the sisters in the infirmary. They are completely hidden from the outPage twenty-three

side world. No one ever sees them unless he is
sick or is visiting a sick friend. I had attended the
school for a year and a half before I even knew
where the infirmary was. Not one student in ten

knows the names of any of these sisters, but they
don’t care. They are working for God, and they
are happy.
The perfect booster (if perfect is the word) is
a composite of Al Capone and Polyanna, a most
grotesque combination you will agree, yet nonetheless real. The racketeer side of his character
comes to the front when he gives his employees
tickets to sell for a home talent show which nobody
wants to see.

It comes to the front when he sends

cepted dogma that “It is better to boost than to
knock.” The intelligent minority is accused of
heresy if it dares even to hint that this might be a
false doctrine. Compare our newspaper editorials
of today with those of a few years back. Once the
newspapers fought for what they considered the
rights of the people, and they fought all forms of
abuse. Today they do not come out against any-

thing. If they cannot find something to praise
about an issue, they say nothing at all about it.
Recently, when the editor of the student paper at
Columbia University dared to come out against
something, he was promptly dismissed.
Any thinking at all on the subject will show

his “Christmas Cheer Boys” through his shop to

that this is the wrong attitude.

sell candy.

in itself, it deserves to be torn down.

His employees do not want the candy.

If a thing is wrong
Dramatic

They can buy it cheaper some place else. But they

critics are often censured for criticizing bad plays,

buy. It comes to the front when he tells all his
employees, including the factory workers, to go out

and yet the best critics in the country are those
who offer the most destructive criticism.
In spite of the hold the booster seems to have on

and sell more of his product. It comes to the front
when he suggests just how much each underling
should donate to the Community Chest. In each of
these cases, no matter how much he may smile and

radiate good cheer, he is saying, in effect, “You do
as I want you to or else—”
The other side of his nature, the Polyanna side,
shows when he publishes a house organ and fills
it with such gems of cheer and optimism as, “Joe

McGluck was passing out free cigars to the boys in
Shop No, 2 last week. Yes, the reason was a new

the public at present, I believe his reign is just
about over. After all, he is out of place today. He
belongs to the period which ended in October,

1929—the period in which we were all so busy
making and spending money that we did not have
time to think. Now he is slipping from his powerful position. People are no longer being rushed
into things without stopping to consider whether
it is for their own good. Now everyone laughs
when a high government offfcial says that pros-

arrival in his family—a bouncing eight-pound boy.
Congratulations, Joe...Let’s all put our shoulders
to the wheel and make this our biggest year...Ed
Swivel was all smiles last week. Won’t you let us

perity is just around the corner.

in on the secret, Ed?...The depression is just a

to write a song which would make people forget
the depression, it was immediately pointed out that
it would be much better if he could write one which
would make us think more about it and perhaps
think of a solution. These are all small signs, but
they are encouraging. They show that the revolt
is spreading, that the booster may soon be ousted

state of mind. If we would all forget about it, it
would disappear overnight...Did you see that
necktie Gus Goofus was wearing last Monday?
Some class...Charlie McNutt is wearing a pin
bearing the slogan, ‘I won’t talk depression.’ That’s
the old spirit. Let’s all follow his example.”
The booster spirit has taken such a hold on the
public that today it is an almost universally ac-
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When the editor

of “The Spectator” at Columbia was ousted, a
large section of the student body raised a loud protest. When President Hoover asked Rudy Vallee

from power, and that the country is returning to

sanity.

Wrong Number
By ROBERT W. LAUTERBACH
ee dark-haired young man rose from his
seat in the theater balcony and made his way
over the other patrons’ feet and ankles and

proceeded up the steps and back the aisle to the
lounge where he secured a black traveling bag from
the checkroom.
At 10:30 he knew the cashier, accompained by the

stepped out a side exit and walked to the corner to
hail a cruising taxi.
“To the station,” he ordered, and sank back on

doorman or head usher, brought the day’s receipts

the cushions. Drawing his gun from his pocket,
he dropped it in the traveling bag, closed and
locked it and put the key in his pocket. Arriving
at the station he checked the bag and stepped into
the lunch-room. There was plenty of time, he re-

up to the manager’s office, where they were counted
and placed in the safe for the night to be deposited

flected, to grab a sandwich before the Express
pulled out. Now that it was all over, his nerves

in the bank the next day. For three weeks he had
visited the theater and carefully chcked the move-

which had remained calm under his strict hand,
were playing funny tricks on him. His hand shook
as he lit a cigaret and there was a hint of a tremor
in his left knee. Funny how that knee misbehaved
at times. A couple of cups of black coffee and a
sandwich and he’d be all right. He slumped into

ments of the various employees and officials. At
ten-thirty all the ushers but four went off duty,
leaving no one on the balcony lounge where the

manager's office was situated.

At 10:31 he left

the checkroom and at 10:33 by the large clock over
the doorway, he stepped to the door of the mana-

ger’s office and threw it open.
The manager, bending over the desk, turned as
the door opened, and gazed into the blue-steel muzzle of an automatic.
“C’m on, boys, it’s a stick-up.”

The dark-haired young man’s voice was hard and
rasping. Three pairs of hands reached upward as
he waved the manager back to the wall where the

cashier and doorman stood frozen, their eyes glued
to the hand which held the gun.
The dark-haired young man stepped to the desk,

swept the neat piles of currency into the bag, closed
it and stepped around the desk. As he did so, the
manager's hand flicked toward his left arm-pit.
There was a flash from the younger man’s gun and
a sound as of a stick cracking sharply. The manager sighed and collapsed over the desk like a
punctured baloon.
“Not a word or it'll be the same thing for both
of you,” he addressed the two employees. “Down
on the floor...roll over, on your faces.”
He stepped up behind them and the gun rose
and descended twice on their skulls with sickening
thuds.
He rose, jerked the telephone loose from its wires,
picked up his bag, removed the key from the door,
locked it on the outside, glanced casually around,

and strolled leisurely down the steps. The large
clock above the entrance pointed to 10:38 as he

a chair in the rear of the lunch-room and gave his

order to the waitress. As he gulped the scalding
coffee his roving gaze wandered to the door where
throngs were going in and out. He sat for a few
minutes after he was finished, idly crumbling a
bit of bread and staring at the clock. His attention was jerked back to the doorway by the sight

of a blue-clad figure entering the lunchroom. Well,
the cops had nothing on him. Not a thing. Still,
he felt nervous.

He looked around, but there was

no way out except past the spot where the policeman stood conversing with one of the train-callers.
The dark young man fidgeted nervously. He

hadn't the nerve to get up and walk past that huge
uniformed figure and he was too nervous to stay
where he was. As the blue-clad mountain ended
the conversation and walked toward the rear of the
room where he was seated, the young man rose

hastily and stepped into one of the ‘phone booths at
the rear of the lunchroom.

He’d better call Mary,

anyhow. He fumbled in his pocket for a nickel and
finally finding one, dropped it in the slot and waited
for the operator. His eye caught a number, Madison, 8188, scrawled in pencil on the wall above the

‘phone.
“Number, please?” came the operator’s voice cutting through his thoughts.
“What?” he returned, “Oh, the number, Madi-

son 8188.”
A buzzing connection.
He spoke quickly. “H’lo, Mary?

I’m at the
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station. I got away with it, but I had to give the
manager the works. ’Fraid I bumped him off. I
have to beat it. My train’s due in about four minutes. Meet you in St. Louis the way we planned,
on the tenth. So long.”
He stepped out of the booth and literally bumped

“You say he was at the station? And that they
were to meet at St. Louis? Maybe it’s just a crazy

into the arms of the law, who was standing beside

He slammed down the receiver and sprinted madly for the entrance to the tracks. People scurried
out of his way, or he pushed them aside. The
young man, he saw, was just entering the turn-

the booth.
“?Scuse me, Capt’n,” he said, as he backed away.

“My train’s due and I’m in a hurry. Sorry.” He
turned and made his way rapidly to the door. The
officer stood for a moment watching him as he
stopped at the checkroom, and then he entered the
booth.
“Madison 8188,” he said.

“H’lo, Mary! This is

Jim. How are you?”
A well-known voice came to him over the wire.
“Oh, Jim, I just had the craziest ‘phone call. Someone called here and asked for Mary; said he’d just
pulled it off and that he’d ‘bumped off the manager.”
“Yeah? ‘Tell me about it.”
Aided by his questions she repeated the conversation as she remembered it.
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idea, but the Capitol Theater was held up tonight

and the manager shot. Sounds like the same fellow, to me,” he told her quickly, “and I’m going to
find out. “Bye.”

stiles when he panted up and laid a restraining
hand on his shoulder.

“Just a minute, buddy. Let’s see your ticket.
Headed for St. Louis, huh? Well, just come over
to the station-master’s office while we have a look
at the contents of that black bag. You ought to be
sure you have the right number before you start

confessing any murders, buddy. You were so worried you probably gave the first number that came
into your head, which was the last number you'd
seen, right before you in the phone booth. How do
I know? Well, you see, you were talking to my
girl on the ’phone, not yours.”

- This and That
By MASON C. BENNER
SOLUTION: COMMISSIONS?
Te financial depression has made all of us
‘economics conscious.” . Every man, woman,
and quite a few children have undertaken the

problem of melting the frozen assets. As you walk
down the street you can hear the ditch-digger say-

ing, “This country needs to get down and dig.” The
undertakers are saying, “The trouble is that we are
not laying enough away.” Kate Smith is saying,
“What this cigar needs is a good five-cent country.”

The Republicans are saying, “He kept us out

of beer.” Everyone is attempting a solution of the
great economic problem.

The mystery to me is

how any thing could continue to baffle the concerted efforts of 2,000,000 contract bridge players,
132,000 politicians, 980,000 cross-word puzzle ex-

perts, 14,000 marathon dancers, and 5,000 employment brokers.
Now, when a thing comes to this state of af-

fairs something radical ought to be done. It’s time
somebody thought of that. My idea is to appoint
a commission to investigate. Let’s get some statistics. They are always nice to have around. We
ought to know how many laborers pay income tax,

and why. We ought to know the exact increase in
foreign trade since the erection of the high protective tariffs. We ought to know how much Canada’s imports into the United States have increased
since 1918. There are any number of plain and
fancy statistics that a commission can gather, and
to such good effect. Look what the Wickersham
commission did for our country. Think what a
man like President Roosevelt could do with a commission. What would Washington do? What
would Lincoln do? What is General Motors doing?
The next question would be the personnel for
such a commission. My idea is to diversify the
personalities. Diversified personalities bring about
diversified opinions. That is what most commissions lack. After deliberate thought, my selections
are: Herbert Hoover, the great commoner, a man
of the people, to combat big business; Eddie Cantor, a conservative and steady thinker; Babe Ruth,

a laboring man who knows what it is to suffer from
salary cuts; Calvin Coolidge, to represent the unemployed; Walter Winchell, who has access to all
the great news of the day; and Paul Whiteman, to

keep harmony in the commission.

Such a commission ought to be able to do something. I don’t know just what, but if you don’t
agree with me, you suggest something. Anyway,
if you don’t like this country, why don’t you go
back where you came from?
*
*
*
HELLO, WORLD!
Now, after years and years, I’m going to gradu-

ate. 1932! Could there be a more splendid year
in which to throw my unlimited talents at the feet
of the world?
“I’m sorry to have kept you waiting all this time,
world, but I guess you'll find me worth while waiting for. By the way, what have you got to offer?
I’m all prepared for anything. Of course there are
a few things I can do better than others, but I don’t
like them to come too easy.

However, I guess that

needn’t worry me much, because I hear that the
authorities are having a tough time with this depression thing. Maybe I ought to start in on that.
It ought to sort of loosen me up for this battle with
life I’ve been hearing about. I’m glad I didn’t
pick one of those soft years to graduate when all
you had to do was step out with your diploma and
pick off a million or two. Men were sissies in
“them” days! I do feel sorry for those people who
have been worrying around with that depression
business. I guess I should have done something
about it before, but you know how it was, what
with football, and dates and things, I just couldn’t

get around to it. Never mind though, I’m going to
get started on it right away, as soon as I get back

from my summer vacation. I have pretty good
credentials. I didn’t finish anywhere near the bottom of my class. Economics is pie for me. I have
my own ideas on that. Our prof. was all wet. I
can get good references, too. Let’s see, there’s the
coach, and the head waiter at the club, and—Oh,

yes, there’s “Cookie’s” governor. He said he’d be
glad to recommend me for something in Africa or
the South Sea Islands, but I don’t see any future

in those far-away places. Anyway, I guess we can
get by on those references all right. Now as to
qualifications, that’s where everything is fixed.
Business has always been a cinch for me. Why I
could have done with half my allowance and still
sent some home to my sick grandmother each
month. I did all right at bridge, gathered in a few
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advertising endorsements,

and

managed

several

other little side rackets in a neat style. Of course
my being fair at football didn’t hurt any, and baseball, swimming, and golf added their share.

Busi-

ness manager on the paper blew some my way, too.
Taking it all in all, I couldn’t complain about my
college career, but I’m glad it’s finished now. I
have to get started on a successful career, and bus-

iness being the way it is, I guess I came along just
at the right time. Well, that’s that, so hold on a

little longer and I’ll soon be with you. Have a cigarette? Oh, you don’t like Camels. Well, everybody to their own choice, says I. See you
e
Ouch! I must have been dreaming. I'll bet it
was something [ate.
*

K

K

in these games. Naturally, the gate receipts will
have to be enormous to take care of all this expense. However, they are going ahead optimistically. It must be all that sunshine that makes

them look on the bright side of things.
Then, too, California is settled by up-and-doing
folks from back east who went there to enjoy themselves in the invigorating climate and got tired of
doing nothing. They like to experiment and they
play while they work. The laggards stayed back
east to do their complaining and mock at California’s foolhardiness which is so often successful.

*

union.

Despite the fact that they are nearly 2,000

miles from the center of population in the United
States, and-that the world is undergoing one of its
worst financial crises, they are undertaking to stage

the mammoth Olympic Games.
They are building a gigantic stadium and a regu-

lar city to house the athletes who will participate

It is not to be wondered

at that his grammar is so poor. He is constantly
discouraged from speaking precise English. Any
individual college man who conscientiously tries to
speak correctly is ridiculed for assuming an affected
manner. It is the same, to a great extent, in the
modern business and social world. It is a question of being the only one right, and at the same
time being the only man in the regiment that is
in step.

April Lyric
By EDWIN H. SAUER
And now you have my love to reckon with;
And I, the spring, with all its blossoming.
Dear, you will have no time to watch the sun,
The buds, new leaves, for you, accustoming
Yourself to meanings hidden in my glance,
And in my words, too tired to play, will be.

I shall be laughing, singing, working on,
And dealing with misfortunes helplessly.
See through the farce, dear, see that as I sing,
And spend my hours thrilling with the glow

That Nature spreads, fleeing from Winter's hold,
See that Iam remembering the snow.

Page twenty-eight

*

COLLEGE MEN’S ENGLISH
The college man is often berated for his poor
speaking-English. Of course, I am referring to the
American college man.

OPTIMISTIC CALIFORNIA
California is the most optimistic state in the

*
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THE EDITOR’S SOAP BOX

And April with a green umbrella and a pair of
galoshes went walking over the country side.

Everywhere she passed the old men nudged one
another, for April was an extremely winsome lass,
and on occasion not averse toa little flirtation; but

then, April was capricious and fickle.

Sometimes

instead of a warm smile, she would turn a draughty
shoulder on her admirers, and they, poor wights,

_ you're doing, don’t do it.
Where were we? Realism, that’s it. 1 say that
realism is a failure in literature, you say that I’m
crazy. If I prove that realism IS a failure, perhaps
your doubts as to my sanity will be solved. In the
first place what do we understand by realism? If
you mean a portrayal of things as they really are,

{ cannot dispute with you.

If, on the other hand,

Yet, they loved

you mean that which passes for realism today, as

April, though if the truth were told, not so much

exemplified by a man like Dreiser, or Lewis, you

for herself as for her sister, May, dainty and warmhearted, who always followed in April’s tracks and

are my opponent.

would contract a nasty head cold.

received the credit for her (April's) arduous labors.
Yes, Spring’s here. I’ve been trying to say it
for a whole paragraph, and you have been thinking
I had gone Burgess. Spring’s here again. Then
ho, for mosquitoes and poison ivy

April, take off those muddy galoshes and don't
drip that wet umbrella on the carpet! Go up stairs
and play like a good little girl, while we discuss
some serious business. Yes, serious. Realism if
you must know. Hard, flinty, cold realism. Now
don’t start that tear stuff, it’s too emotional. I did

Oh, for the love of mud, get

not call you names.
out of here! Scram!
So much for our lesson in child training.
were we about to discuss?

Oh yes, realism.

What
It’s

too bad, April is usually such a sweet, little dear.
But children you know—April, what are you trying to do, remodel the house? Well, whatever

‘These writers and the class they represent, do
not, in the first place, interpret; or, they attempt
not to interpret. In other terms, they produce a
tedious account of the facts, without translation, in

the hope that the facts will speak for themselves.
‘They are doing mere reportorial work, and in their
very effort, they fail as artists. Now if they fail as
artists, they fail as literateurs, for literature is a

branch of art. ‘Therefore, if they fail as literary
men, they fail as that which they set themselves up
to be, and their entire effort with them.

Why do they fail as artists? As I said, by their
reportorial efforts.

Facts require an interpreter.

This is the only reason for an artist. Facts do not
speak for themselves artistically. The artist must
arrange, coordinate, subordinate, etc., etc.

If ar-

rangement, coordination and the rest does not mean
interpretation I'll split an infinitive.
Another point; a work of art must necessarily be
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colored by the artist’s emotions. This is what accounts for style, the signature of the artist in his
work, or whatever you prefer to call it. Now, reporting must avoid any emotional content as well

as interpretation.

If it neglects emotional content,

on the other hand, it is successful reporting, but a

double failure from an artistic viewpoint. The exponents of reportorial writing, or “realism,” are
faced with the dilemma of failure as artists, or of
acknowledging their work to have fallen short of
that which it sought to accomplish.
But this school fails not so much as artists as
they do as interpreters. They do interpret, even
while they disclaim interpretation. It is a moot
question, however, whether Dreiser fails most as an

artist, or a portrayer of life. Both his medium and
his message are dull, tedious and full of errors. He
and the others, to put the matter bluntly, are ma-

terialistic.

They ignore not only the revealed but

whether goodness, greatness, or badness.

But it

is too simple to acquire one for mediocrity in fault
or virtue. The reason for this I do not know. But
that it is so, experience testifies. If I wish people
to think me lazy, all I have to do is simulate laziness in the presence of two people. I have a reputation for laziness. If I wish to be considered generous, I assume an attitude of generosity on one

or two occasions, and I am generous. But there are
some people who do not go by reputations. ‘These,
heaven be blessed, are from Missouri. They are

keen in mind. They see. Woe to the dissembler
who runs foul of them.
These easy reputations, by which most people
go, do not endure in most cases. Sometimes a man
has two contradictory reputations. In such case,
he is modified to a greater mediocrity. Sometimes
a crisis comes, when he must either live up to his
reputation, or abandon it. If he lives up to it, he

also the natural truths, which prove that man has

is more than he was, for good or bad.

a spiritual principle, called by us, the soul.

other hand, he sheds the old, he is immediately clad
in a new by the public. Thus, we constantly live

If they

ignore this, and other truths in their writings, their
work will be necessarily lop-sided. If we have life,
we must have a reason for it, and materialism is
not a reason, it is an alibi.

So, this picture of un-

reasonable life fails.
It is very easy to make a reputation. It is difficult to make a reputation in the superlatives,

in a reputation for this or that, and if we lose one

it is replaced by another.
There will come a time when we will all appear
without our false faces; when excuses will be mean-

ingless; when justice will be done.
works both ways.

ne
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Wearing in your cap a feather

..- Emblem of your winning ways.
Time to break the news to Mother
«+. Lelephone without delay.
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